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Thursday, 25 May
Today we read in the paper that the Assembly troops are in
possession of Paris, but that Paris is on fire, the Communists having
yesterday drenched with petroleum the Tuileries, the Louvre,
Notre Dame, the Hotel de Ville and La Sainte Cliapelle and set them
in flames. When the telegram left Paris at 6.30 last night the Tuileries
were a heap of ashes, the Louvre not much better and no hope of
saving anything, the petroleum flames were so furious.
Saturday, 27 May
At the top of Jacobs Ladder met Miss Sandell with the Morrell
children carrying home from their ramble a beautiful rich nosegay
of wild flowers. They had found the bog bean, the butterwort,
milk-wort in four varieties, butterfly orchis, mouse ear, marsh
valentine, marsh buttercup, hawkweed fumitory, yellow pimpernel,
yellow potentilla. The children showed me what I never found out
for myself or knew before, that the bog bean grows in the wern
below Great Gwernfydden. And I have walked 14 miles for that
flower, when it grew close by. Miss Sandell taught me more about
these flowers in ten minutes than I have learnt from books in all my
life. She knows a great deal about flowers. She did not know the
comfrey or the yellow hill-violet, some of which I promised to bring
Ler from the Warren Hill today.
Saturday, z]une
Mrs. Griffiths told me that a few days ago a man named Evans
kicked his wife to death at Rhulen. He lacked her bosom black
and her breasts mortified.
Monday, 12 June
At i o'clock I started with my Father for North Wales. Just
before we reached Barmouth Junction the train was hailed and
pulled up and a party of people came tumbling into our carriage.
It was Strong, Mary and Freddy and two Misses Davies. They
were staying at Barmouth and had been out into the country to
visit a friend who had influence enough to hail the train as if it were
an omnibus and pull it up for them. From Barmouth Junction
leaving the sea we travelled up the beautiful valley to Dolgelly

